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POLICY PAYS MAXIMUM BENEFITS 

3,000.00 

cosfs only $2 a month 



BE WISE- BE CONSIDERATE! 

Don't condemn ihose you love to strufigle and hardship 
when you pass on! Foresighr may prevent heartbreak and 
suffering, so he wise . . . PREPARE NOW 10 assure the 
comfort and well-beinK of those near and dear to you! 
You may do so easily and economically with a TRIPLE 
INDEMNITY LIFE INSURANCE POLICY, reliably 
backed by strong Legal Reserves. Be whet Look ahead! 

ONLY A FEW PENNIES A DAY MAY EASE 
THE BURDEN FOR YOUR LOVED ONES! 

A difficult readjustment period often follows (he loss of 
a loved one. It is even harder when finances are un- 
certain. But a dependable TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy 
can be a vital help in such time of distress with CASH 
Benefits of as much as S3, 000.00! Yet, this remarkable 
protection costs only $ 1 a month— just a jew pennies a day! 

NO RED TAPE! 

The Pioneer TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy is surpris- 
ingly easy to own! All persons in good health between 
the ages of 1 day and 70 years are eligible to make appli- 
cation. NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION. All business 
is done by mail. No Agent will call ... No Collectors. 

FREE INSPECTION! 

See for yourself the very generous Benefits provided by 
this Policy! During the 10 day FREE Inspection period, 
you are privileged to give the actual Policy a thorough, 
Careful examination before making your final decision. 



SEND NO MONEY! 



"SB!. 

Loss °*u Pe 



NO OCCUPATIONAL RESTRICTIONS! 



The Pioneer TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy 
places no restrictions on the occupation oj a 
Policyholder. Persons engaged in any legiti- 
mate and usual means oj earning a living, as 
well a i housewives and children, are eligible. 
In addition, there are no restrictions on where 
you may live, and you may travel wherever you 
wish, according to the terms oj the policy.' 




NOT CONTESTABLE! 
TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy contains v 
contestabiliry Clause. Be sure to learn 
protection! Send for your FREE Informal 



FREE COUPON JKSSl 



PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
8190 Times Bldg., Rockford, III. 

Please send me FREE Information 
Triple Indemnity Policy. 



NAME 

ADDRESS 



You are requested not to send a single penny at this time. 
Just he sure to mail the coupon or write for FREE Infor- 
mation. Tomorrow may be too late -WRITE TODAY! ■ 

I CITY & STATE 

PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY ! ™:ST: r S-'2S: 

8190 Times Building • Rockford, I lllnotf !.-—.----....______. 
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GENIES DON'T KILL 

by Maurice Howard 



WCHE sat up all night with her husband's 
corpse," Sergeant Duffy explained. "An' 
this morning they found her dead." 

'Til take a look," Cone said. 

The body of old Mrs. Livingston sat 
slumped in a chair beside the coffin — a thin 
little wisp of woman, almost lost in a billow- 
ing black taffeta dress. Her head dangled 
sidewise. Her eyes were closed, as though 
during this night-long, loving vigil beside her 
dead husband, she had fallen quietly into 
eternal sleep. 

"So what killed her?" Sergeant Duffy said. 
"That's what we want to know, Mr. Cone. Doc 
Carter says her health was okay. People don'l 
just die of a broken heart; you know." 

"What her husband died of," Cone said, 
"might have something to do with it." 

"He died of lobar pneumonia," the Ser- 
geant retorted. "He might have pulled through 
at that, but he got cramps the last day or two." 

"Cramps," Cone said, "are especially inter- 
esting." 

Voices in the hall sounded behind them, 
"That's the relatives," Sergeant Duffy ex- 
plained. "Two grandsons — they're cousins. 
An" a grand niece. An' there's the house- 
keeper. She discovered the old woman's body, 
about seven this morning. You want to ques- 
tion 'em?" 

"I'll talk to them," Cone said. 

But instead, he moved into the shrouded 
room, tall and silent, gazing down at the dead 
face in the coffin; and at the face of the dead 
vvoman in the chair where now a thin shaft 
of light from an edge of a window blind was 
striking to show that her bloodless lips were 
parted as though with a faint smile of content- 
ment that she had gone to join her husband. 

Strange detective who had no theories, few 
questions to ask, and who just seemed to stand 
staring, with the sides of his thin patrician 
nose dilating like the nostrils of an impatient, 
quivering race horse. 

"The relatives," Sergeant Duffy prompted, 
"might be worth your attention, Mr. Cone. 
There's a sweet inheritance, what I hear. All 
share alike. An' the old housekeeper — she 



gets ten grand or so for a legacy," 

"I'll talk to them now," Cone said. "I wo» 
der if they're interested in Hindu magic." 

The relatives were all tense, exceedingly 
nervous, excited. Shocked by the tragedy, of 
course. Surely no one, appraising them now, 
could have selected one of them to be guilty 
of a double murder. The two grandsons 
seemed both under thirty; John Livingston — 
slim, handsome, with wavy tousled black hair 
and a face aristocratic, as his dead grand- 
father's — a face grim and strained now, with 
thin pale lips that tried to smile as he shook 
Cone's hand,. And there was his cousin, Peter 
Ranee — short and round and plump, with 
sparse pale hair plastered dankly on his 
beaded forehead. 

The girl — Ann Livinsgton—was a little 
frightened brown dove, clinging to the hand 
of the middle-aged housekeeper who 6at be- 
side her. All of them were frightened, as the 
members of any household would be with 
mysterious tragedy suddenly striking; and 
with a bullying Police Sergeant obviously 
anxious to fasten murder upon them. 

"Do we have to go all over it again?" the 
handsome John Livingston protested. 

"Not with me," Cone said. "Sergeant Duffy 
is puzzled by the death of Mrs. Livingston." 

"Why wouldn't I be?" Duffy demanded. 

"You would," Cone agreed. "Hindu magic 
is very puzzling. No one can understand it." 

The housekeeper — gaunt and dour — invol- 
untarily shifted her chair with a rasp which 
was startling in the tense silence. She was 
gazing blankly at Cone. All of them blankly 
stared. 

"What's that mean?" the fat little Peter 
Ranee stammered. "Who said anything about 
Hindu magic?" 

"I did," Cone said. "I've been up the 
Ganges. India is very interesting. Do you sup- 
pose old Mr. Livingston was interested in 
Oriental occultism by any chance?" 

John Livingston said: "Yes, he was. Grand- 
father lived in India, years ago. As a matter of 
fact, he met grandmother in Benares. They 
were married there. "g 



"Then she believed in Hindu magic also?" 

"An' it frightened her," the housekeeper 
said with a sudden breathless burst. 

"I've heard," Cone said, "that a djinn is 
generally a beneficent sort of fellow. Nol)6dy 
should be afraid of a djinn," 

There was no one smiling. They all looked 
as though they were shuddering. 

"Well I don't get any of this," Sergeant 
Duffy declared. 

"We're thinking," Cone said, "that a djinn 
— a genie you know — may have appeared 
miraculously to Mrs. Livingston, last night at 
her vigil over her dead husband." 

'And frightened her to death?" Duffy de- 
manded. "Now say, listen — — " 

"I wish we could summon him tonight," 
Cone said. "Maybe he was there and saw what 
happened, who knows? I wish we could sum- 
mon him and make him tell us. Let's try it, 
shall we?" 

"You'll have an autopsy on both bodies?" 
Cone, suggested, when presently he and the 
Sergeant were again alone. 

"Sure. But the devil of it. Doc Carter had 
to go lo Albany. He'll be back tomorrow and 
perform the autopsies then." 

"Arsenic is apt to give you cramps," Cone 
said. 

Duffy nodded. "Doe an' I both thought of 
that. But the old woman — " ' 

"Didn't die of cramps. Quite true, Sergeant. 
Let's see what the djinn says tonight — if we 
can summon him." 

"Mr. Cone, listen," Duffy pleaded. "Are you 
kiddin' me?" 

"reliever was more serious," Cone said. 

The big hall clock was chiming midnight. 
There were two occupied coffins now in the 
little room — coffins with candle-light flicker- 
ing eerily on them, flickering on the two dead 
faces and on the drawn faces of the living 
who sat silently beside them. 

Only Cone was on his feet, his tall lean 
figure painted by the candlelight which cast 
multiple shadows of him monstrously shifting 
on the walls as he moved. It was" 'as though in 
the silent breathless little room, only he and 
his shadows were alive. 

"I'll close the door," he said softly. /'If we 
get that djinn out of his lair, no need to let 
him escape." 

Cone was building a small charcoal fire in 



the hrazier now; and then from a desk in the 
room corner he came with brown-black sticks 
of incense. 

"The Hindu legend as I've heard it," he was 
saying softly, "is that if you burn this over 
one who has died, the djinn imprisoned with- 
in it will come out. Did Mr. Livingston ever 
tell you that?" 

No one answered. Then the handsome 
poetic-looking young John Livingston re- 
sponded : 

"Yes, something like that. Grandfather al- 
ways said he wanted this incense burned in 
the brazier beside him when he had died." 

"Because the djinn would come to soothe 
his troubled, departing spirit," Cone said. 

"Mrs. Livingston promised to do it," the 
housekeeper said suddenly. "But it frightened 
her." 

Redolent blue-black wisps of vapour were 
rising now from the big brazier as Cone ignit- 
ed the incense, dropping a bundle of the little 
sticks on the charcoal fire. 

"Come on djinn, let's have a look at you," 
Cone jibed. "Don't be afraid of us." 

"This is crazy," young Livingston suddenly 
was muttering. "This is—" 

His words were stricken away as a chair 
clattered, On his feet Peter Ranee stood trem- 
bling, his rotund face suddenly ashen. 

"I don't — like this," he gasped. And then 
he broke. "You fools — we've got to get out of 
here. We'll be dead, all of us! Get that door 
and window open — you idiots — don't you feel 
queer already?" He. was staggering on his 
feel, wildly terrified, in a panic rushing for 
the door; but the bulky Sergeant Duffy shoved 
him back. 

"You're ruining everything," Cone said, 

"Am I? \m 1? That — what you — -you don't 
know — that's arsenic burning in that incense! 
The fumes of it — we'll be wafted off into 
death in another minute. Get us out of here, 
I tell you! Let me out — can't you feel your 
head reeling already?" 

"That's terror and guilty imagination mak- 
ing you reel," Cone said. "That's your murder- 
er, Seigeant. The fumes of burning arsenic 
are a nasty lethal dose in a small close room 
like this. He thinks I'm burning the incense 
he gave old Mrs. Livingston lo burn last night." 

Cone was faintly smiling now. "Fortunately, 
I'm not," he said. 
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4 BATTLESHIPS and 4 TANKS INCLUDED 

Here's the moat amercing octer that we have ever ma-del Imagine a 
big realistic bomber, .fully colored, equipped with a secret 
bomb night and a large bomb bay holding aeveraL "block- 
buster" bombs, plus an automatic precision bomb 
release and 4 big enemy battleships and a large 
ocean, battle ground — also 4 fully camouflaged 
deadly-looking tonka and a real battlefield* 
You load the bomber, carefully sight the 
enemy through the bombsight, turn the 
bomb release — SOCKO, a direct -hit. 
Read on — aee how you can get yours 
absolutely FREE with this oiler, 

HOW TO FLY 

I CONTAINS CHER ZOO PICTURES 

Thi. great book "How Id Fly" hm be 

edited by aviation experts, 11 contains OV-. 

SOO picture! .elected to teacb Ihs art, the icina. and the 

fun al flyino. IT IS VIRTUALLY A PRE-FLIGHT THUNB™ 
I COURSEI Tell.— why a plane fli<n— pari! ol a plana— how 
I operate controls — how to take oft and land — flight 
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INVENTION CO. flight 2311 

38 MURRAY ST., NEW YORK, 7, N. Y. 



INVENTION CO. FLIGHT 231 1 
- 38 Murray Street, New Tort, 7. N. Y. 
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Will You Let Me 
Prove I Con Make You v^y, 
a New Man ? J 



I KNOW what It means to have the kind of body that 
peop.j pity I Of course, you wouldn't know it to look at 
me now. but I was once a skinny weakling who weighed 
only 07 lbs. ! I was ashamed to stvip for snortR or un- 
dress for a Bwim, £ waa such a poor specimen of physi- 
cal development that I was constantly self-conscious and 
embarrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

But later I discovered the secret that turned me Into 
"The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man." And 
now I'd like to prove to you that the same system 
can make a NEW MAN of YOU! 

What "Dynamic Tension" Will Do 
For You 

I don't care how old or ; 
how ashamed of your present i _ 
you may be. If you can simply raise you: 
and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to 
biceps — yes, on each arm — in double-o 
time! Only 15 'minutes a day — righi 
your own home — is all the time I 
of you I And there's no cost if I fall. 

I can broaden your shoul- 
ders, strengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscular 
system INSIDE and OUT- 
SIDE! I can add inches to 
your chest, ([ivo you ;i sfw- 
like 6«P. make those leas 
of yours lithe and powerful. 
I can shoot new strength 
info your old backbone, ex- 
ercise those inner organs, 
help you cram your body so 
full of pep, vigor and rod- 
htooded vitality that you won't 
feel there's even "stand ins 
room" left for weakness and 
that laiy feeling! Before 1 
act through with you I'll have 
your whole frame "measured" 
to a nice new. beautiful suit 
of mueclel 
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